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684 The Last of the Bourbons. 

lent common sense, a most rare and valuable gift, but not the sole ele- 
ment of oratory. 

But my time is up, and remembering vour injunction to let you have 
this by to-night's mail, I must defer till another opportunity the re- 
mainder of the lions of the British House of Commons. — Mean time, 

I am, yours truly, &c. 

M. M. 



THB LAST OF THE BOURBONS, 

BV THE AUTHOR OF "MOUNT SINAI," 

The glory of the Gaul — 

'Twas emblazon'd long ago ; 
When, to conquer or to fall, 
Clad in mail, he met hia foe — 
Even Cesar, with the chivalry of Rome : 
For on many a fatal field, 
Proving corslet, greave, and shield, 
The fell jav'lin did he wield 
For his home. 

Yet seal the storied page, 

And its glorious feats of old ; 
Nor explore the mists of age, 
For the chivalrous and bold : 
Their deeds Marengo's clarions since have drown'd. 
Shall not Austerlitz' dread name, 
Writ with pen of living dame, 
To eternal Gallic fame 
More redound ? 

But the life-blood of the bold , 

Though by tyrants it be spill'd, 
Shall produce a hundred-fold 
In freedom's sacred field. 
Chorda of joy awake an anthem — higher yet ! 
To lead on that march divine, 
Which from ocean to the Rhine 
Trampled tyranny, was thine ! 
Lafayette 1 ! 

France, a despot's brand, 

Turn'd against thy rights and thee, 
Was blasted in his hand. 

By the vengeance of the free — 
And he fled before thy seraph sword of flame. 
Let her sons, with hallow'd smile, 
Voice her triumph thro' each aisle 
Of thy sculpture-storied pile, 
Notre Dame ! 

Rife at once in every breast, 

Freedom flower'd mature to bloom ; 
Like the blossoms of the blest, 
Angel-pinions that perfume, 
Whilst in firmaments of paradise they soar. 
Then let liberty awake. 
And the chain and sceptre break, 
Which of man a slave would make 
Evermore ! 



Sligo, StptemUr, 1830. 



